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sitting on the other side of the Bishop,
affronted him by believing him to be deaf,
and by speaking very loudly and distinctly
to him. The Bishop at last turned to him,
with a furious visage, and said, " I would
have you to understand, sir, that I am not
deaf!1' This disconcerted the young man
so much that he could neither speak nor
eat The old Bishop turned to my friend,
and said, in a heavy tone, " I'm not fit for
society! " Indeed he was not, if he could
unchain so fierce a beast on sjich slight
provocation.

And there are many other stories of the
bitter things he said, and how his displeasure
could brood like a cloud over a whole com-
pany. He was a gallant old figure, it is
true, very energetic, very able, determined
to do what he thought right, and infinitely
courageous. I mused over the portrait,
thought how lifelike and picturesque it was,
and how utterly unlike one's idea of an aged
Christian or a chief shepherd. In his beau-
tiful villa by the sea, with its hanging woods
and gardens, ruling with diligence, he seemed
to me more like a stoical Roman Emperor,
or a tempestuous Sadducee, the spirit of the
world incarnate. One wondered what it